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THE lOW A HOMEMAKER 
Don McGuiness Scouts About: 
To Find Out: From Collegians 
What: Men Say of t:he Mode 
O NCE upon a time there was an 
anarchist who spent his spare 
moments distributing bombs here 
and there, in spots where he thought 
they would do the most damage. But 
on one fateful day he chose to put 
a bomb in a powder factory. With his 
usual care he planted the explosive 
where it would spread the conflagration. 
When all was in readiness he touched 
the fuse and bolted for his life, hoping 
to view the impending holocaust from 
a · safe distance. But he found the 
doors locked, and his avenues of es-
cape cut off. Subsequently he went 
the way of all true villains, perishing 
in the destruction he h i m s e 1 f had 
wrought. 
Now, I've got one advantage over 
the anarchist. I know before I touch 
the match to the fuse that there is no 
escape, and as the typewriter keys 
scratch the flame that is going to bring 
this feminine powder factory crashing 
down about my ears like the wrath of 
all the Roman and Greek gods together, 
my fate is easily forecast. In fact, I 
envy that anarchist just a mite. 
No Silly Hats Allowed 
are no more than friendly, cooperative 
exercise for their "noggins," but men-
tion women's styles and they go into 
tantrums. Every man swears that his 
favorite damsel is the Venus of style, 
and unless other women dress as she 
does they are not chic. The male 
element haggles more over the costumes 
of the opposite sex than it does over 
its own attire. 
Ah, a sad state, you will say, but 
the man has scarcely more than the 
color of his necktie or the check in 
his suit to worry about when it comes 
to choice of clothing. The man's abil-
ity to agree on the expensive problem 
of neckties is evidenced in his will-
ingness to wear his roommate's brand 
new cravat upon occasions. 
Keep Smocks for Workshops 
But in spite of their temperamental 
storms and the cross-winds of likes 
and dislikes, men do agree on one or 
two things in the field of feminine 
style. They all admit that any ensemble 
worn by the right woman can be at-
tractive- their chief lament is that 
women app!J.rently do not always take 
the trouble to figure out what they look 
well in, but gage their attire by their 
friends' wardrobes. 
"No sale," is the sentence rung up 
against the bellboy hat. " I always think 
of a Cremo cigar ad when I see one," 
comments one particularly rabid con-
noisseur. 
Some even go so far as to look for 
the penny cup and the organ grinder 
when they see a bellboy hat coming 
down the street. I would like to see 
some brave young lady try one on the 
skating rink sometime. If you would 
put a sponge in the top they would 
make good shock absorbers, especially 
if you are not too adept at figure 
5 
Her Best in a Formal Gown 
skating but still essay to be graceful 
on the ice. 
Cossack hats are bonnets of another 
feather. The enemy is divided on this 
score. Tall women usually look well 
in them, according to the man-and 
here we are all thinking of one very 
striking brunette on the campus. But 
short coeds topped off by a pretentious 
head-dress from the land of the Danube 
remind one of a poorly designed water 
tower or a Persian shah. Sometimes, 
in revolutionary moments, I want to 
put a searchlight on the hat and send 
the lady out to some lonely point on 
the rocky coast of Newfoundland to 
warn ships. 
MOST men agree that women be-
come more beautiful when they 
are attired in formal gowns, but right 
there the agreement stops, and we have 
the motto, "What my baby wears is 
the best." But you'd better keep sleeves 
in your gowns, unless you have beau-
tiful arms is the masculine ultimatum 
(whatever that means) . 
Don't embarrass a man by asking 
him what he thinks of your homemade 
formal (if you have been so foolish to 
make one, unless you are a good dress-
maker) . He'll have to say it's charm-
ing, but the minute he is out of ear-
shot he is likely to make more dispar-
aging remarks. Homemade make-shift 
attempts to be ultrafashionable, at least 
in the formal atmosphere, are in general 
disrepute among the menfolks. 
As to which is the more becoming, 
bright colors or pastels, slinky velvets 
or taffetas, they say, "If women would 
(Turn to page 16) 
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What: Men Say 
(Begins on page 5) 
only forget what some other girl looks 
well in, and take a look at themselves." 
It's the general expression that sums 
up the entire color and texture contro-
versy, at least in the matter of formals. 
"Buxom lasses should send all their 
athletic sweaters to the salvation army," 
is the solemn plea of all men, and the 
sooner the coed who would imitate 
rugged masculinity (i.e., leather coats, 
boyish bobs, et cetera ) disappears from 
the campus, the better. Men believe 
that a woman can look sporty without 
trying to pose as a football player. 
Thirty below weather is more than 
excuse for women to wear snowsuits 
to class, but beyond that the bright 
colored pantaloons should be confined 
to the skating rink, bob sled party and 
ski jump. So believe those of the bass 
voice. It is generally agreed that the 
girls do look cute, a characteristic 
which was all well and good back in 
high school, but which (in the eyes of 
men) is appropriate only on rare occa-
sions when we fly back for a few 
brief moments to the days of our youth. 
Smocks are O.K . in art labs and 
around the study table at night, but 
that is all. Light hose are entirely out 
of place in the winter time and "makes 
a girl look like the devil." When I see 
wispy stockings traipsing about be-
tween the snow drifts and ice dunes, 
I can always imagine dandelions grow-
ing over under the Campanile. Save 
'em for evening wear. 
Shoes are trouble makers. The men 
can't agree on them. One man will 
say that he hates to see a girl run-
ning around in low heeled shoes, "looks 
like she's been stepped on." The next 
one will hate to see a girl selling her 
personal comfort to the god of fashion 
when she navigates the long walks 
between classes "on a pair of high 
heels." As far as the men are concerned, 
in the matter of shoes women should 
probably "wear what they want to 
wear"-as if they don't anyway. Run 
down heels, whether they be high or 
low, next to painted finger nails in 
classes, stir up hotter protest among 
the ranks of stubble chins than any-
thing else. 
The complications of the New Deal 
are manifold, international peace is 
a source of constant worry to many, 
but all the Mussolinis, Hitlers, Kelloggs 
and Roosevelts in the world would have 
a tougher time getting men to agree 
on styles for women than on economic 
problems. And if they did agree, the 
women probably wouldn't wear the 
popular styles even then. 
Creamy ivory table-ware on cocoa 
brown ,black-ware on red or any pastel 
tint, and pewter on blue are unusual 
table settings. 
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